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I wish his lordship had given a softer name to it. Since I am engaged unawares in quotations, I must not omit the satire which Horace has written againstr this impertinent talkative companion, and which, I think, is fuller of humour than any other satire he has written. This great author, who had the nicest taste of conversation, and was himself a most agreeable companion, had so strong an antipathy to a great talker, that he was afraid some time or other it would be mortal to him, as he has very humorously described it in his conversation with an impertinent fellow who had liked to have been the death of him:
Interpellandi locus hie erat: " Est tibi mater ^
Cognate, quis te salvo est opus?"    " Haud mibi quisquam.
Omnes eomposuL"    " Felices, nunc ego resto.
Confiee, namque ins tat fat urn mi hi triste, Babella
Quod puero ceeinit divind niota anus urnd :
4 Hunc neque dira venena^ nee hosticus auseret ensis,
Nee later urn do lor, ant ttisris^ nee tar da podagra.
Garruhis hunc quando consume t cunque: loquaces.
Si sapiatj vitef, simul atque adoleverit atas.} " 1
Thus translated by Mr. Oldham :
Here I got room to interrupt : *' Have you
A mother, sir, or kindred living now ?"
" Not one, they all are dead."    " Troth, so I guessed ;
The happier they," said I, " who are at rest.
Poor I am only left unmurdered yet:
Haste, I beseech you, and despatch me quite,
For I am well convinced my time is come ;
When I was young, a gipsy told my doom.
' This lad/ said she, and looked upon my hand,
' Shall not by sword or poison come to's end,
Nor by the fever, dropsy, gout, or stone ;
But he shall die by an eternal tongue :
Therefore, when he's grown up, if he be wise,
Let him avoid great talkers, I advise/ "
1 Horace, I Sat. ix. 26.
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